222                    I   GO    WEST
and stepped into my bath,  where  I was   falling
comfortably asleep when there was a knock at the
bath-room  door  and  the  landlady  shouted  from
outside to say there was a gentleman to see me.    1
did not recollect the name, but asked her to make
him wait.    When I dressed and came down, he had
gone, but I found an invitation to lunch the same
afternoon, with a note to say that we had met the
night before at dinner, and that he was sitting  at
the adjacent table.    I looked   for his card,   which
was still in the pocket of my coat.    As I had no
particular engagement for lunch, I decided to go.
When I arrived he was very glad to see me.    There
were two others in his lunch party, one particularly
objectionable Oxford character, and the other was
his companion from the night before.    I noticed
when we shook hands that he patted my hands.
He remarked about them again.    I felt' very un-
comfortable, not being used to having my hands
petted  by  those  of  my  o\vn  sex.    However,   we
lunched.    During lunch he asked me if I was the
same person about whom there was a reference in the
the current number of the Isis, as having worn a
"chemise bleu a la Russe " and I said I was.  Later,
after coffee and liqueurs, he took me aside and said
'he had something to say to me, which he did.    It
was a point-blank assertion of his intention, pre-
1 faced by an apology in case I should be offended.
There was little else to-be said.    I told him I was